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this time—for 'tis agen me principles to hurry a gentleman—
and if so be to-morrow ye happens to have a 'fiver' in yer pocket,
what us could give to me Missus, her won't think no more of
calling in the Law."
"So you won't tell me," said Dud sternly, "what I ask you?
Come on! You'd better tell me. Out with it now! What is in
your mind about Miss Ravelston? What have you got against
her? Did you or anyone else in your damned Circus take liber-
ties with her ? What do you mean about that inspector and the
accident to the horse?"
Without replying Old Funky rose to his feet. There was
not a shade of disappointment, not a shade of confusion in his
manner. Apparently his gentleman had acted in complete ac-
cordance with schedule.
"Seech other to-morrow, Mister. A 'fiver' ain't much. But
it'll do wonders with me Missus. No more talk to poor Ole
Ben about the police and the jury-courts. A "fiver* bain't
much; but I can tell 'ee, private and confidential, 'twill do the
trick."
Saying this Old Funky moved to the door, skirting the bony
figure of his antagonist who stood as if petrified, half-leaning
against the bed-post that lacked its top, and gazing not at his
tormentor but through him.
"Us'll seech other to-morrow," the man murmured as he
went out. "Arternoon to 'ee, sir."
Dud abode in the same position for some seconds after the
fellow was gone. Then he pulled himself up, and threw a fero-
cious glance at the heraldic monster between him and the fire.
"Dor-Marth!" he flung at it. "That's what you are. Dor-
Marth!" He tossed aside the chair, where Old Funky had been
sitting, with a gesture of disgust and leaning across his table
looked out of the window.
It was a mental device of his—for in these last three months
of his life with Wizzie he had out of self-protection contracted
many such tricks—to throw aside the immediate trouble and
force himself to realize his situation in general terms. "Here
am I," he forced himself now to think, "looking down on Dur-
novaria! Beyond those elm-tops are the South Walks. Beyond
them is the Amphitheatre. When they killed Mary Charming
in 1705, with ten thousand people looking on, did she look
this way in her last moments, or far off, towards Maiden Castle?"

